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In this interpretative study of Joyce Carol Oates‟ s “Convalescing” in The Wheel of Love (1970), the theme 
of love, style and structure of the story are discussed concretely in detail. As to the form of love, adultery and 
its tragic conclusion are also the central themes here. The love of a young couple is doomed considering their 
lonely and tragic situation. The adultery of a wife and the serious injury and convalescence of a husband are 
the themes of this story. But these must be just an impetus for the couple to face reality. At the end of the story, 
this active and frustrated woman made a promise to accept everything and care for her husband, but she will 
do it just in her own way. She never apologizes him and both of them never refer to her confession again. He 
must depend on her for everything forever. Similar tragedies of love in The Wheel are discussed in the 
previous study.1 In the last stage of this series of interpretative studies, the central theme and structure of The 
Wheel of Love will be discussed as a whole. Prof. Waller places Oates‟s mode along Lawrence. His “settings and 




























































The planet flowed, the minute hand on the 
Goodyear Tire clock made its determined leap, a 
black car and a blue car swept together with a 
terrible grace as if decades of planning had led 
them to this impact, two minor threads in a mad, 
brilliant tapestry come together at last for a trivial 
climax. The car slammed together, side to side, 
they shook, shuddered, gave way, came apart… 







































では、妻の態度は、“slightly aggressive, argumentative, 
intimate, her long legs tucked under her, strangely 
feminine and persistent at the same time; she looked 




He was in love with his wife but it was a 
condition he could not feel. From a close, intimate 
distance he admired her, this hurried, forgetful, 
busy woman, a very attractive woman whose 
striking face made her daughter withdraw out of 
shyness―a woman with the kind of face he dad 
always admired from a distance, not hoping to win 
her. Yet he had won her. “He” had accomplished it, 
some fifteen years ago, but he could not remember 
how and he could not remember, though he tried 





























And so, back home, he lay upstairs in the 
handsome big bedroom, getting back his strength. 
Somewhere “his” strength existed, to be won back. 
He was resting. Convalescing. He could certainly 
remember this bedroom, but he had the idea he‟d 
seen it in movie or in a photograph. While Elaine 
chattered to him in the sure, friendly, impersonal 
tone of a hospital nurse, nudging him back to 
health, he answered her in the way a husband 
might, recovering from terrible shock to his body 
and soul. But certain blackness in him could not 












































She awakened him once. One morning, quite 
casually, he remembered a conversation he‟d had 
with her a month or so before, before the accident. 
He had come home for some papers, just after 
lunch, and while looking through his desk drawers 
he‟d glanced out to see her hurrying into the house. 
Her spring coat was unbuttoned, her hair a little 
blown, but her face was lustrous, radiant, a face 
she no longer showed to him―and he had known, 
suddenly, that she was in love. He went 




たのか、彼にコーヒーを勧め、 „she was so energetic, 
and nervous and happy that he dared not contradict 







He had sat staring toward her, appalled and 
numb. She did not seem familiar to him. Her rapid, 
fluttery voice―her nervous hands, lighting a 
cigarette―her flushed cheeks and brilliant eyes 
that indicated how beautiful she was elsewhere, 
made beautiful by someone else‟s existence―these 
things were a shock to him, the features of a 









“ I don‟t feel anything,” he said. What was 
strange was that her disclosure seemed more than 
personal, more than private―it was like a door 
suddenly open to show him the unsettled 
landscape of the world, something beyond his 
control and indifferent to him, knowing no laws, 


















































He was being drawn back into life like a minor 
thread, drawn into a complicated tapestry of vivid, 
major colors, a tapestry that would tolerate him. 
He admired the tapestry and he feared for his own 
destiny in it, that thin thread, a slowly 
















































For all his life he had been certain of himself, 
beginning with his name; nothing had escaped him. 
And yet everything had escaped him. He had felt 
certain emotions―love and hate―and had been 
swept along in violence by these emotions, purified 
by them like his wife Elaine, justified by them as 
the assassin of Kennedy and the assassins of other 
men are justified by emotions. The emotions faded, 
the events could not be remembered―and where, 
































































他の作品を評して、現実世界を‘social and psychological 
context‟で描写し、‘The story unites psychological 
realism and gothic horror which are Oates‟s most 
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